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had then wanted Couttenay for king, a person, thanks to his
Yorkist descent, whom Mary could have married without seri-
ous risk of arousing the jealousy of her nobles. By the irony of
fate England had then had a Queen out of tune with her people,
while now that the situation was reversed, there was no
Courtenay. Perhaps the fevers of Padua, which took his life,
were to give England a virgin Queen. At any rate, there seemed
to be some risk of this, for what Englishman was there to re-
place Courtenay? Pickering, whom, for lack of a better, many
would have liked, was at daggers drawn with some of the
nobility; and there was no other whom Elizabeth could have
married without a fair certainty of setting her nobility by the
ears. Celibacy might be the better of the two evils.

A foreigner offered no better prospect. Elizabeth was pre-
judiced by the knowledge that Mary's major blunder had been
her marriage, and by the feeling that a foreign match would be
unpopular. Her doubts might have disappeared if Court and
Council had given a unanimous lead; but some were for one
candidate, some for another. The result was that she kept on
hesitating, ever ready to dilate on the attractions of a maiden
life, baffling everyone with her art and wit and coquetry. She
had never purposed never to marry, she told them; but they
must believe her when she said that she had never had a mind
to marry.

Ambassadors kept up their siege. In October 1559 there were
ten or twelve competing for Elizabeth's favour and eyeing one
another in far from friendly manner. Cecil was just as perplexed
as they were: "How he shall speed,5 he said of one envoys * God
knoweth and not I.' Feria's successor, Bishop Quadra, rang
every change of mood: one day he did not understand her;
another day he was confident that the Archduke would get her;
another day he qualified his hopes; and then he was in despair
and angry, "Your Lordship', he told Feria, "will see what a
pretty business it is to have to treat with this woman, who I
think must have a hundred thousand devils in her body, not-
withstanding that she is for ever telling me that she yearns to
be a nun and to pass her time in a cell praying.' In another blue